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１．はじめに




















































It is worth asking what the functions of such genre mixture might be. One answer is that
genre mixture is simply a remarkably common feature of British fiction in the１９８０s and early
１９９０s. On the other hand, it is reasonable to assume that such a textual feature does have
some particular function or functions within a text. This is the case with The Child in Time .
Genre mixture serves to create a vision of a rich and varied world, in which characters have to
live as psychological-emotional, political, and intellectual beings and in which, as is suggested



























Time present and time past
Are both perhaps present in time future,














There were five girls in the rope, a compacted line that rose and fell to the pulse of the chant.
The first girl was closest to him. The thick fringe bobbed against her white forehead, her chin
was raised, she had a dreamy appearance. He was looking at his daughter．４
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‘Hullo,’ Stephen said in a friendly way as he went forward.
‘What are you up to?’
The boy steadied himself against the tree while he lifted a leg and scratched above his ankle
with the tip of his scuffed shoe.
‘I dunno. Jus’ waiting.’
‘What for?’




















He was looking into the eyes of the woman, and he knew who she was. She had glanced up in
his direction. The man was talking, making an insistent point, while the woman continued to
stair... Absurdly, he raised his hand and made an awkward gesture, something between a wave
















It was during this speech that Claire, still just holding on, still distracted, glanced across the sa-
loon bar towards the window by the door. ‘I can see it now as clearly as I can see you. There
was a face at the window, the face of a child, sort of floating there. It was staring into the pub.
It had a kind of pleading look, and it was so white, white as an aspirin. It was staring right at
me. Thinking about it over the years, I realize it was probably the landlord’s boy, or some kid
off one of the local farm. But as far as I was concerned then, I was convinced, I just knew that I
was looking at my own child. If you like, I was looking at you.’ ８
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は A Move Abroad（１９８３）の中でサッチャー首相の政策でイギリス社会が実際次のように変わっ
たと述べている。
In a very short time, Great Britain began to feel like a quite different place as this new spirit
took hold. Money-obsessed, aggressively competitive and individualistic, contemptuous of the
weak, vindictive towards the poor, favouring the old American opposition of private affluence
and public squalor, and individual gain against communal solutions, indifferent to the environ-
ment, deeply philistine, enamoured of policemen, soldiers and weapons virile times indeed.
And interesting times too. I was fascinated by the changes. I could not believe that this trans-




















But the figure standing before him now, unlit by studio lights, unframed by a television set,
was neither institution nor legend, and bore little resemblance to the caricatures of political car-
toonists. Even the nose was much like any other. This was a neat, stooped, sixty-five-year-old















‘In the second, and nothing personal in this, I resent what the Prime Minister’s doing in this
country all these years. It’s a mess, a disgrace.’
‘Then why did you accept first time?’













‘When I initiated the Childcare Project I made sure Charles had responsibility for some of the
subcommittees. That gave us the opportunity to meet confidentially every now and then. He
was full of ideas and I looked forward to these meetings. I began to call them a little more
often than was necessary. You might think it extraordinary and perverse that I should form an
attachment to a young man...’






















































At last he said dreamily, ‘This one’s for Mr Corner, care of Stockwell Manor School, South
West Nine. Dear Mr Corner, I don’t suppose you’ll remember me. I left about fourteen years
ago. You chucked me out of your class and said I’d never do nothing. Well I got my own busi-
ness now, with my own lorry that’s almost paid off, a pink twenty-ton Fahrschnell. I often think
about what you said, and I wanted you to know. Yours faithfully, Joseph Fergusson, aged
twenty-eight. The next one’s to Wendy McGuire, Thirteen, Fox’s Road, Ipswich. Sweetheart...’
























Joe had been thinking, he had his answers ready. ‘It means I’m going back to Jane and the










Instead he rested his hand on it and said, ‘I wondered if you could drop me off somewhere on
the way to Dover.’ As he spoke he reached into his back pocket and brought out the fifty-
pound notes. ‘I know it’s strictly against the rules, so...’
He had extended his hand with the money. The driver sat down, put his elbow on the control
panel and propped his cheek against his knuckles. He looked past the money at Stephen’s face.
‘You on the run or something?’
Because he had not expected to explain himself, Stephen could think only of the truth. ‘I’ve
had an urgent summons from my wife, my ex-wife.’ He sat down, feeling that earned the right.
‘When did you last see her then?’ The driver stressed the pronoun, as if he knew the woman in
question.
‘Last June.’
The man grimaced and said, ‘That figures.’ １８









‘It’s irrational,’ Stephen said.
Edward shook his head. ‘It’s too rational, my friend. That’s the problem. Here’s a cathedral in
the dark. What’s the point of that? Close it down. Build a motorway. But there’s no heart in












マキューアンは A Move Abroad の中で『時間のなかの子供』を書くようになったいきさつを以
下のように説明している。
In the summer of１９８３，two months after The Ploughman’s Lunch had been released, I found
myself tilting my chair and daydreaming about a novel I might write. I began to make notes. I
was about to become a father, ...There is a pub just along the road. A figure who is me and not
me is walking towards it, certain that he is about to witness something of overwhelming impor-
tance. Writing The Child in Time , which took me to the end of１９８６，was about the discovery
of what that man saw. Other elements a man pulled from the wreckage of a lorry, a birth, a
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